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of the town, now the faint murmur of a hive. Yet to
me, coming from the crowded, tumultuous streets, it
seems empty because I meet no one by the way. The
road, for all its thick drift of leaves, deep gold and
brown, at either side, seems to lie naked in the sun-
shine, and I drink in this unexpected solitude as
eagerly as a dusty traveller takes his ale. For a time,
it comes as a delectable and quickening draught, and
though outwardly a sober, meditative, almost melan-
choly pedestrian, I hold high festival in the spirit,
drink deep, and revel with the younger gods.

One of the greatest dangers of living in large towns
is that we have too many neighbours and human
fellowship is too cheap. We are apt to become wearied
of humanity; a solitary green tree sometimes seems
dearer to us than an odd thousand of our fellow-
citizens. Unless we are hardened, the millions of eyes
begin to madden us; and forever pushed and jostled
by crowds we begin to take more kindly to Malthus,
and are even willing to think better of Herod and
other wholesale depopulators. We begin to hate the
sight of men who would appear as gods to us if we
met them in Turkestan or Patagonia. When we have
become thoroughly crowd-sick, we feel that the con-
tinued presence of these thousands of other men and
women will soon crush, stamp, or press our unique,
miraculous individuality into some vile pattern of the
streets; we feel that the spirit will perish for want of
room to expand in: and we gasp for air untainted by
crowded humanity.